By now Catherine, ignorant of Michel's whereabouts
owing to their roundabout manner of corresponding,
had left Saint-Loup and gone to Le Touquet, that vast,
melancholy stretch of Northern coast on the edge of
which an artificial bathing-place has been created
among the sand-dunes. The moment they arrived, while
Madame de Laignes was still settling in, Catherine set
off in the direction from which she seemed to hear the
murmur of the sea. The road down which she hurried
was perfectly straight and sandy, with occasional tall
houses on either side; it appeared to end abruptly in
space, but in that empty and illimitable vista she
divined the sea. The sky was grey} the air chilly. At
length, as she turned the corner of the last house, she
saw outspread below her crumbling dunes and a vast
and naked ocean; on either hand featureless coastline
stretched away interminably, until it vanished in the
greyish mists of the distance.
Dismayed, she sat down on the sand amidst the long,
tough, sharp-edged grasses and gave herself up to des-
pair. She felt lost and isolated, and half afraid of the
place. So this was where she was to spend her holidays!
What on earth could she do ? Two months in this place,
entirely alone! How different from other years! Even
without Michel, even with grey and gloomy weather
like this, how much better would Saint-Gtuenole have
been! However, it was not her fault, but Michel's. And
the resentful thought of all the amusements she would
have enjoyed there turned her against the author of
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